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FRONTPOINTS: 


Not much preamble this issue - the 
amount of decent, half-decent and down- 
right indecent stuff submitted by youse lot 
means there’s no point filling a page and 
a half with tedious editorial waffle. 


All that needs to be said is that TAC7, 
along with the usual column inches of 
calumny, contains a number of pieces on 
various aspects of the access/landowner- 
ship debate. This has always, of course, 
fallen within the fanzine’s bombardment 
range, but there seems now to be a 
growing militancy abroad - or, rather, at 
home. Hardly surprising really, given the 
recent election result, with Scotland being 
beaten on away goals when most of the 
country’s population would most probably 
have settled for the extra time and penalty 
shootout of a hung parliament. 


Despite the occasional protestations of 
council leaders from Kent, TAC could 
hardly pretend to be apolitical. It does, 
however, try to contain its opinions 
within the locus of the hills and the folk 
who rin aboot them. Yet it has to be said 
that, whilst TAC is all things to all 
people, whether they be  leftwingers, 
rightwingers, owner-occupiers of the 
centre ground or floaters in mid-air like 
the Natural Law Party, the recent grind- 
ings of the democratic wheels cannot, 
surely, be regarded as anything other than 
a bad result for hillusers. Any hopes 
people might have had of land reform and 
erosion of the continuing feudal system 
have, for the meantime at least, been 
dashed. As is pointed out elsewhere in 
these pages, the present government in- 
evitably allies itself to the landowners and 
so-called ‘‘developers’’. Hence there can 
be few doubts that the slow creeping tide 
of Private Keep Out signs and unnecess- 
ary fences will continue or even quicken. 


What is heartening, though, is this sudden 
influx of ire from TAC’s readership. 
Whilst the country at large might be 
lapsing into what-the-hell apathy - a kind 
of disillusion with parliament following 
the dissolution of parliament - the hill- 
goers are, it seems, not to be gainsaid. So 
keep the stuff coming in, be it irate rants 
or off-the-wall daftness. There may not 
be much sign right now of a light at the 
end of the tunnel, but at least, to some, 
TAC represents a Petzel headtorch cutting 
through the prevailing murk. The batteries 
are nowhere near flat just yet. 


The argument rages on. Time and time again 
TAC has defended staunchly against those in 
society who would have us believe that Shakes- 
peare is better than Glen Coe. In the light of 
recent developments, we must again beg to 
Offer... 


10 Differences between 
Shakespears Sister and the 
Glen Coe Sisters 


/. None of the Glen Coe Sisters has ever been 
in Bananarama. 


2, The Glen Coe Sisters are called Beinn Fhada, 
Gearr Aonach and Aonach Dubh. One of 
Shakespears Sister also has a Gaelic name, 
Siobhan. Nobody knows the other one’s name 
because she hasn’t been in Bananarama. 


J. Shakespears Sister achieve a Gothic look by the application of much white and black makeup 
and the wearing of leather clothes. The Glen Coe Sisters achieve a Gothic look by just sitting there 
and getting rained on. 


4, Shakespears Sister have been around for about three years - nowhere near as long as pop combo 
rivals such as Pink Floyd, the Rolling Stones and Frank Zappa (Surely not a ‘combo’? - Ed). The 
Glen Coe Sisters have been around for millions of years and are in fact older than the Himalayas 
and other such competitors. 


J. Bananarama were of course famous for a set of dance routines that made Thunderbirds look 
animated. Glen Coe is famous for dance routines performed by the small female offspring of 
would-be highland pipers who fleece the Yankees in the laybys. 


6. Two forms of music regularly echo round the sentinel buttresses of the Glen Coe Sisters. One is 
the plaintive highpitched warbling of well-known clubbie singer Moira Kerr; the other is the 
horrendous skirl of the aforementioned pipers. One of these pipers once secretly slashed your 
Editor’s tyres in Glen Coe after having his piping skills openly mocked. No-one in Shakespears 
Sister has ever slashed your Editor’s tyres. 


7. One of Shakespears Sister (the one that was in Bananarama), is married to former Eurythmic 
Dave Stewart. Interestingly, Dave’s older brother Andy has, on occasion, been known to sing about 
Glen Coe. 


& In Shakespears Sister’s recent video ‘Stay’, the two band members battle over the body of some 
half-naked guy. This also happens in Glen Coe, usually over Hamish MacInnes. 


9 This same video has brought to light a mystical connection between Shakespears Sister and your 
fab fanzine, The Angry Corrie. TAC takes its name from the erstwhile folk-pop combo The 
Corries, one of whose members, Ronnie Brown, would thrash his guitar and snarl about the 
injustice of The Clearances, thus earning for himself the sobriquet ‘The Angry Corrie’. His 
sidekick, the late lamented Roy Williamson, would then strum wistful dirges about sunsets and 
bonnie, bonnie lassies. He was thus ‘The Sad Corrie’. Similarly, in ‘Stay’, Siobhan fawns 
mournfully over the half-naked guy in a Sad Sisterish kind of way, whilst the non-Bananarama one 
rants and raves and tries to look evil. Some would say she is ‘The Angry Sister’, and ought 
therefore to be dear to all our hearts. 


/0, Shakespears Sister have left the ‘e’ and the apostrophe off the end of their name to avoid 
getting sued by any remaining relatives of the Beardy Bard. This is in fact most unlikely, as any 
such relatives would immediately then be sued by descendants of Francis Bacon for stealing all his 
plays. (Surely he was a painter? - Ed) 


A fresh angle on access... 


Mn the current chinate of consensus and reconciia- 
fon - Scotland United and all that - it seems to 
make sense to seek out as many kindred spirits as 
Possible. Enter, stage lett SCAPA - the Scottish 
Campaign for Public Angling, whose secretary, 
Derek Ketth, writes below. Not that your edior or 
aly of his cromes ate able to tell their rods from 
their reels, it’s just that anglers have been battling 
landowners over access every bit as long as have 
hillwalkers. 


The right to fish freely for trout and freshwater fish 
(everything apart from salmon and sea-trout) is 
based on exactly the same principle in law as the 
“right to roam”. The legal position is that trout 
fishing rights always go with ownership of the 
adjoining lands and cannot be sold separately. 
Saimon rights on the other hand are private heritable rights which can be sold independently of ownership of 
land. 


It is not a criminal offence to fish for trout without the permission of the laird, and the only remedy an owner 
has is to obtain an interdict under the civil law in relation to a named person. This is the opinion of Lord 
MacKay of Clashfern, the former Lord Advocate and now Lord Chancellor of Great Britain. 


However, all this changed when the last Labour government fundamentally altered the law on access to trout 
fishing by introducing the Freshwater and Salmon Fisheries (Scotland) Act, 1976. This Act, which has serious 
implications for hillusers, brought in the concept of so-called “protection orders”. Known to anglers as “lairds’ 
charters”, but the owners see them as “exclusion orders”, for that is what they are. 


This was a major change in Scots Law affecting access to our land which has received almost no publicity, yet 
hillusers ignore it at their peril. The law was changed to make it a criminal offence to fish for trout without 
written permission. The 1976 Act was never applied to any river prior to Mrs Thatcher’s victory in 1979, but the 
incoming Tory government was not slow to see the benefits of this legislation for their landed supporters. 


The wording of the 1976 Act gives the Secretary of State for Scotland total discretion to interpret it in any way 
he wishes when deciding whether to grant an order. In any event, the 1976 Act is wholly biased in favour of 
the landed interest, and obviously a Tory Scottish Secretary would wish to favour the people he represents. 


Since 1980, public fishing has ended on the Tweed, Tay, Tummel, Earn, Lunan, Don, Irvine, Garnock and the 
upper Spey. The most recent example is the ending of centuries of public fishing on Loch Awe from 1st May 
this year. lan Lang announced his decision despite the opposition of local angling clubs and community 
associations, and without the approval of the advisory committee on angling. At no time did he consult with 
SCAPA, even though we are on his official list of consultees. He also disregarded the recent scientific research 
carried out by Stirling University which proved that fish stocks are at the same healthy levels now as they were 
during the 1930s. On Loch Awe 25% of the ioch is to be totally private, with no fishing under any 
circumstances. Surely Loch Awe is proof, if any were needed, that the 1976 Act is indeed a “lairds’ charter”. 


Two further privatisations are awaiting the approval of lan Lang. One is on the Morar, where the 
London-based barrister owners have stated in their written submission to the Scottish Secretary that they will 
“be clearing certain streams and headwaters of trout in order to make way for salmon/sea-trout eggs, fry and 
parr”. However, as everyone knows, a sea-trout is only a trout which has went to sea, and if you get rid of the 
trout it is impossible to get sea-trout, as they are the same fish. In other words, the lairds are using the 1976 
Act to eradicate an indigenous fish in order to make way for salmon. 


The Duchess of Roxburghe has applied for an “exclusion order” for 800 (sv - and sick? - Ed.) \ochs in 
Sutherland in order to end public fishing. Without producing a shred of evidence, she states that fish stocks are 
suffering due to overfishing by busloads from industrial Scotland. She intends to give out the grand total of 58 
daily permits for 800 lochs. 


Protection Orders do not protect fish, as the Morar example shows. On the upper Spey when it was granted an 
Order in 1982, the lairds cleared trout from the headstreams by electro-fishing in order to make way for 
salmon. On parts of the Tay it is a permit condition that anglers who return grayling to the water will be 
prosecuted - which means it is an offence to practise conservation. 


The Secretary of State has granted orders even though no access for the public is allowed over large areas. In 
any event, access can be withdrawn when the land changes hands or the owner changes his mind. This is 
called the blanket protection system, where protection is given without access and owners are free to increase 
permit prices and impose whatever restrictions they wish. In any event, most of the waters covered by 
protection orders are totally private, with no permits given out. The penalties for offences against this Act are 
severe and can lead to a fine of £100 or three months in prison. 


Even the Scottish Anglers National Association - SANA - a body not noted for its radicalism and which is 
funded by the Scottish Sports Council, stated in its 1990 handbook with regard to protection orders: 


..diiat resitictons have been imposed, access has not increased and there is no evidence of any 
improvements to the nanagement of lisheries and that waters are being removed trom the control of clubs and 
lun for private provit.. 


SCAPA believes that the 1976 Act is incapable of reform, and accordingly we seek its removal from the statute 
books. We are totally in favour of conservation, but believe that such a system is best achieved under public 
ownership as happens in France, the United States, New Zealand, Canada, much of Ireland and about half of 
Norway. 


SCAPA believes that after a fourth Tory victory the lairds will never have a better opportunity to end public 
access to the hills. They will attempt to make it a criminal offence to walk or climb in certain areas without 
written permission in much the same way that anglers have been dealt with. 


The warning signs are already there. Areas such as Glen Coe, Cairngorm and Torridon are said to be 
suffering from erosion by too many hillusers, litter and vandalism. Exactly the same was said in order to justify 
keeping anglers off. 


The Tory Secretary of State could easily bring in a form of “land protection order” similar to that which anglers 
have to face. Following consultations with suitable local people such as lairds and those rich enough to have 
bought privacy and peace in the Highlands, an “exclusion order” could be granted. Such people do not need 
the money or jobs brought by hillusers, and would probably favour restrictions on access in order to protect 
their privacy (dressed up as concern for the environment). This is called local democracy and is exactly what 
happens with protection orders for angling. 


If hillusers accept any restrictions on their “right to roam” in order to “protect”, say, Glen Coe, then they will 
have opened the floodgates to having them removed from most of Scotland. Hillusers should demand a 
change in the law, guaranteeing them the “right to roam”, otherwise they will be in the same position as 
anglers. Anyone who doubts this should look at trout fishing which was free prior to the 1976 Act. They will see 
that it is now a criminal offence to fish in about 20% of Scotland’s land area without permission. If it can 
happen to anglers it can happen to hillusers. You have been warned. 


For more information on SCAPA, write to Derek Keith at 1/5 Restalng Drive, Edinburgh. EH7 6JS 


TACS made mention of the death of Nancy Sniuth of the Fasgadh hostel at Fersit, and also appealed ror 
readers reminiscences of this unsung champion of the Scottish hills. Readers like Ernst Sondhevner... 


Hamish Brown had often spoken to me of Nancy Smith, but | first met her in Morocco, in March 1987, when 
we were both members of one of Hamish’s parties. We climbed Ras n’'Quanoukrim, one of the Atlas 4000ers, 
on a day of brilliant sun and hard pure snow. Next day most of the party set out for Toubkal, the big one, but 
the weather was breaking and the Neltner hut where we were staying compared unfavourably with the 
grottiest of Scottish bothies, so Nancy and | decided to walk together down to Imlil - the rain catching us 


halfway. On the way we discussed mountains and other things (if any) that matter in life, and she told me the 
story of the trip she had just made to Israel with her son. | distinctly remember her telling how, on the way 
home, when she had missed transport, and accommodation and money were a bit short, she had spent the 
night in a men’s loo somewhere. She was ready for anything - her simple friendliness, dry humour, and 
interest in everything and everybody were utterly inspiring. Since then I’ve visited her twice at Fasgadh and 
was given a cordial welcome each time. | can’t bear to think that | shall not see her again. 


Not-so-sunny climbs 
New route discovered on Stob Ghabhar: 
Red Sky Blue Sky - Grade 3++ 


A 120ft ice slab on the north face of the easterly ridge 
descending from Stob Ghabhar. At an altitude of 
approximately 2,400ft this pitch offers exceptional 
climbing on a 70-80 degree run. 


Approach is made via the miners’ track from Clash- 
gour hut in Glen Kinglass, north by the Allt Toaig. 
After approximately 2 miles, the face comes into view 
high on the left, the other side of a small stream. In 
poor snow conditions the last few hundred feet to the 
base of the climb can be difficult direct, so traverse 
right from the obvious gully. It should be noted that 
there are no safe belay points during the ascent and 
so a Sturdy constitution and a clean pair of underwear 
are regarded as essential. Also, to ensure that the 
complete route can be negotiated without fear of 
premature arrival back at Clashgour, a rope of over 
119ft is recommended. 


This particular route’s first ascent was undertaken by 
two expedition mountaineers, “Flasher” McC and 
“Posy” W during February 1992 in almost perfect 
conditions... 


Tradition dictates that to ensure a new route receives 
fair witness, a late start from base is advisable. 
Therefore our two heroes, having spotted the distant 
column of walkers approaching, set off at a noncha- 
lant pace with thoughts of the forthcoming climb and - 
probably more importantly - the evening’s beer- 
swilling and yarn-spinning that would, in the time- 
honoured fashion, follow. “God lads, it was hell up 
there!”, etc etc. 


It was late in the afternoon when Posy and Flasher, 
exhausted and suffering mild. altitude sickness, even- 
tually reached their jump-off point, and even later by 
the time they had unpacked and adorned the vast 
array of implements essential to all self-respecting 
route-baggers. Confident that they looked the part 
and were being watched by the regulation-size 
audience, the rope was carefully uncoiled. Another 30 
minutes passed as Posy desperately tried to unravel 
the mess of knitting at his feet, by which time Flasher, 
with mutterings of “what the **** is he up to?”, 
decided he could wait no longer and started on his 
way. After a tense moment during which he entangled 
his gear rack in a complex set of belay knots 
necessitating the use of aforementioned as a heavy 
sling, his stunningly athletic lead was accomplished in 
a record 5 minutes, viewed by the growing number of 
Sunday walkers whose attention was drawn by the 
distant flash of fluorescent yellow crampons. 


Posy, who by this time had cut the rope into 3 pieces, 
untangled the mess and reconnected, took his stance 
only to realise that Flasher was already at the top, 
busily brewing-up. (OA - Hats enough Harish Brown 
references for one atticle - Ed) So in order not to 
disappoint the gathering crowd he quickly bellowed a 
few unintelligible commands to Flasher who naturally 
took absolutely no notice, then assaulted the pitch 
himself. Posy hacked up the face with great gusto, 
dislodging the majority of climbable ice as he passed. 
One dynamic thrust with his ice-hammer found solid 
rock and stuck fast - an on-the-spot decision was 
made to leave the tool where it was, thus negating 
any future claims to a grade 3 rating! At the crux, 
Posy was seen to suddenly stop. The crowd below 
stood silent wondering if the seemingly frozen figure 
would ever move again - he appeared to be holding a 
long conversation with the remaining ice-axe. Had 
altitude sickness finally taken its toll? 


All was revealed when, with a sudden flurry of waving 
arms and cries of despair, a previously unseen mobile 
phone cartwheeled down the face and disappeared 
into a huge snowdrift below. A great roar of approval 
from the milling throng greeted Posy’s final complex 
moves - he turned and gave the usual salute in 
recognition. Flasher in the meantime had fallen fast 
asleep having supped all the brew and eaten every 
morsel of their high-energy rations, and it took some 
prodding with the sharp end of Posy’s axe to bring 
him round - at least he was sitting up and assuming 
the correct belay position. 


With darkness fast approaching, the apres-climb still 
to be enjoyed and a new route to be recorded, both 
climbers stirred themselves from their lair. A blistering 
pace was set by both men, eager to arrive at the local 


ale-house to savour the adulation of the lesser 
“graders”, and of course the copious amounts of 
nectar that would no doubt be on offer. So great was 
their enthusiasm that at one point Flasher fell ass 
over tit as his heavily-laden gear rack slipped from its 
rightful position to his ankles. Posy, on seeing this 
spectacle, laughed so heartily that he completely lost 
his footing and suffered an enforced head-first 
glissade straight into a rock - his ever-present hard 
hat most certainly saving his life... 


The following morning, our two intrepid heroes were 
discovered by their base-camp manageress near Ba 
Bridge still arguing the toss over the subtleties of 
Stellar navigation. She incidentally had assumed that 
they had given up their attempts at route-bagging in 
Scotland and were en route to the Kangri-Ko Himal, 
so had relet their room and was considering selling 
off the remainder of their belongings to cover their 
enormous bar bill! 


Even so, she felt some sympathy as she told them the 
news that the face they had struggled against all odds 
to conquer the previous day had been climbed not 30 
minutes after their descent by the entire audience of 
Sunday walkers who thought it was the standard 
route onto the summit! 


Posy and Flasher were understandably devastated, 


and in a fit of desperation Posy shrieked “I told you 
that orbiting satellites didn’t count’. It was a good job 
that Flasher was still wearing his headgear the way 
Posy set about him with his axe! 


Despite the previous day’s faux-pas and ultimate 
disappointment, P & F, their argument now settled, 
decided to return to the face in a desperate last ditch 
attempt to get something “in the bag”. Unfortunately 
Lady Luck was once more on somebody else’s side - 
a thaw had set in and Red Sky Blue Sky had once 
again become a waterfall. Most sensible people 
would at this point have given up. Not these two 
though, as even with the knowledge that belay 
placement upon non-solid objects can be a little tricky, 
they decided that a rock route of the VS variety would 
look good in the book and should be attempted. So, 
equipped with kedge anchors and cable, and adorned 
in skin-tight diving gear, they set off. 


Flasher and Posy were last seen hand-jamming up 
the watery face - they disappeared when only inches 
from the crux as a great body of Monday walkers on 
their descent from the summit overran them. 


Rumours abound that Posy and Flasher have since 
given.up climbing and are now running a small B&B 
on Muck! 


Richard Wood 


Possible Earthquake in Highlands! 


The more intellectual of our readers may have 
seen this map in the Royal Geographical 
Society’s magazine Geographical The position 
of Loch Etchachan (normally NE of Macdui) 
poses some questions: 


* Has one of these ‘‘fossil rock glaciers’’ moved 
the entire Cairngorms to Torridon? 


* Has the whole area been tilted, causing the 
waters of Loch Etchachan to flow into Loch 
Maree? 


* |s this a KGB plot to change vital landmarks, 
thus causing riots in the bothies? 


* Is this MIS’s way of confounding a Mossad plot 
to increase Ben Macdui’s height over the 
magical 1344m, thus provoking yet more riots in 
the bothies? 


* Has Loch Etchachan been moved to make 
way for a new stalkers’ road? 


* Is it all just a cock-up by the RGS? 
| think we should be told... 
Graham Pearson 
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GREAT MISNOMERS NO.1: 
TENTSHAPED HILLS 


A recent wet-day wander up Gleann Suileag, north of 
Fassfern, set me thinking. Thinking as to the names given 
to hills and the appropriateness or otherwise thereof. This 
glen lays claim to a hill called Meall a’Phubuill, tent hill, 
and although the etymology most likely stems from some 
long-forgotten historical event, however smallscale (a local 
punter once having spent a night out on its slopes perhaps), 
it served to remind of a common and _ increasingly 
misplaced metaphorical appellation of certain hills. 


The description in question is that of ‘‘tentshaped’’, and is 
in wide usage as a supposedly simple, clear method of 
labelling the shape of a particular type of hill. Just as, say, 
the Cuillin skyline evokes descriptions such as jaggy, 
serrated, toothlike, and that of the Cairngorms flattopped or 
a tableland, so numerous hills are frequently described, 
both in print and verbally by people pointing out peaks in 
summit panoramas, as ‘‘tentshaped’’. Most common, 
predictably, are big showpeaks such as Binnein Mor, Sgurr 
nan Ceathreamhnan, Cairm Toul and Ben More on Mull, 
but there must be many more localised, smaller-scale 
examples. Minuscule Tinnis Hill behind Langholm springs 
to mind. 


These hills share a similarity in shape, although not of 
course from every direction: there isn’t a hill in the country 
that regular, that symmetrical. But from certain familiar, 
critical angles they all look thus: flattopped, but with the 
summit shored up by a 


near-identical pair of clean- 
cut, downward-sloping 
ridges. Put mathematically, 


a regular trapezium. Eyecatching in its neatness, satisfying 
in its regularity of side and angle. Simple and easy to 
define. Tentshaped. 


Simple maybe, but nowadays perhaps overly simplistic 
also. All it takes is one trip down to your local gear shop, 
or a stroll round a summer-busy campsite, to see that things 
ain’t what they used to be. For every traditional —‘‘tent- 
shaped’’ ridge frame, there are now liable to be half- 
a-dozen of each of the following weird and wonderful 
types: hoop, tunnel, dome - even the ever-more hybrid 
geodesic. Then there are all the various three-poled, sloping 
designs pioneered by Saunders: the late-lamented Dalomite 
having mutated into the increasingly coffinlike Skypacker, 
Jetpacker and Kerrypacker. And what are we to make of 
the ubiquitous Peapod? 


Tent design has become a kind of minimalist architecture 
govemed by the tenets of lightweightness, space-maximisa- 
tion and storm-stability. Nothing is any longer sacred, 
everything is up for grabs. Even a decade ago most 
campsites still resembled the latter stages of a Monopoly 
game, with neat rows of orange Vango Force Tens as the 
hotels occupying the more desirable bits of real estate. Yet 


nowadays, fine and worthy though the old-style Vangos 
are, seeing a field of them and their kin is rather like 
watching 7V Heaven: you know it’s meant to be good, but 
there’s something about it which is, well, overridingly 
quaint. 


Not that this is meant to be a comparative analysis of 
modern tent design. Jings no! - we’re in danger of 
sounding like Claaberer and Rambler here. All this choice 
is obviously to the good - the more the merrier, let the 
customer decide and all that. No, what’s being said is that 
the age-old metaphor, by which all these aforementioned 
hills have been identified since the year dot, is now at best 
inaccurate, at worst redundant. Cairn Toul no more 
resembles anything made by Phoenix or Wild Country than 
it does a karaoke machine. Indeed, the time may not be that 
far away when some hill-hardened parent, having escorted 
their spry young offspring to a well-loved viewpoint, 
describes some distant, fearfully symmetrical peak as 
tentshaped only to be met with complete befuddlement. The 
youngster will only ever have encountered tents with as 
few straight lines as a classical mosque and as few regular 
angles as a Rudolph Steiner school. And where, oh where 
on the horizon are these flamboyant shapes to be seen? 
Nowhere. 


Thus another finished plate is cleared away from the table 
of that great moveable feast, language. Nor can it easily be 
replaced, given that experimental diversity dominates tent 
design whilst language still persists in preferring exacti- 
tudes. There are precious few hoop-, tunnel- or 
domeshaped hills around - although there may be more 
geodesics than an initial guess would suggest. But a 
replacement metaphor doesn’t spring readily to mind - not 
even if, as the English language so often does when lost for 
words, one goes transatlantic. Take mighty Half Dome for 
example, pride of Yosemite. Then think about a half- 
dome-shaped tent: at best a trifle unstable, at worst already 
upside down in an adjacent field. Nice try, but only 
half-good enough. 


So next time you hear someone use the dreaded words, tap 
them on the shoulder and say ‘‘Excuse me, but...’’. And the 
next guidebook you read which still languishes in some 
linguistic ice age, unscrew your best letterwriting pen and 
get to it. And while you’ve got to it, why not write to TAC 
with your suggestions for alternatives to another modernday 
camping misnomer? For in the age of vacuum-moulded 
plastics and ripstop nylon, isn’t it about time we stopped 
speaking of spending our outdoor nights ‘‘under canvas’? 


...4Nd whilst on the subject of campanology, step forward Max Andrews, with profuse apologies to 
Dulcte Domum in particular and Grauniad readers generally - not that they would ever read TAC... 


Bad Tentkeeping 


Exit to make third weather-check of morning. Tent door rustles at low frequency, like celestial 
crisp bag. Peer vaguely at 360 degrees of mist. Off day. In fact off week. Re-enter and wonder if 
Smith’s will invest in seam-taping machine and corner market. Resume work on romantic 
hill-thriller: Ossian’s Way. 


Hamish strode powerfully over the wild billowing moot, his kilt billowing wildly. Soon the sheer 
cliffs of Creag Sgroghaidh were within his gaze. As evet, the sight touched the feelings he knew to 
be his manttest. Not pride, nor yet patriotism, but a deep and elemental sense of belonging. Aye, 
this was his country, a richt! What equal had the purple heather? 


‘Only’, Virginia might have answered, ‘the whiskted foriation of your nose, Hamish’. 


She did not feel for the landscape as he did. For below him, in the little black house at Caisbuich 
4 Filuionnlaidh, she wondered if their marriage could be saved. 


Am interrupted by cataclysmic fart. Congratulate Alan on qualifying for employment appropriate in 
these conditions - as foghorn. It is not, he informs me, as loud as it is noxious, as I will soon 
discover. 


Exit to make fourth weather-check. 


0400. The boulder field towards the top of Cona’ 
Mheall. Two ptarmigan go belching off in protest 
at this intrusion. I ponder the consequences of a 
snapped ankle. I see Wyvis to the east while 
attempting, without success, to swallow sand- 
wiches. 


0440. Meall nan Ceapraichean. They are all 
there, on the seaboard, in violet. Stac Polly, 
Suilven, Beinn More Coigach. Dextrosol... 


0530. Eididh nan Clach Geala. The sun streams 
across this vast country. I leave the summit and 


Nightwalk 


22435, Inverlael. I lock the car and cycle up the 
forestry track to Glensquaib. No lamp is 
required. 


2310. | leave the bike against the plantation 
fence and pull on boots. The high tops up the 
glen show occasionally through their shrouds of 
cotton wool. Following the stalker’s path by the 
River Lael, it is very quiet. Only the waterfalls 
can be heard, as one by one they are passed. 
Drinking water is warm. My shirt sticks to 


clammy skin. The coire lochan is reached. Now 
it is dark. A sandpiper panics somewhere to the 
left. I feel tired. My eyes struggle to define the 
scree on the slope I am climbing. 


0/00. \ am in the orange bag. TISO, it says. 


0215. 1 am still in the bag. The chilly sweat has 
prevented sleep. The sky is perceptibly lighter. I 
push on, following the Silva needle. What's this, 
a dyke? This is the one the book mentions. I 
follow it upwards. 


0245. The top of Beinn Dearg. The mists are 
shifting. They are mainly below. I see Loch 
Glascarnoch dimly to the south. 


Lisi0) sou k@) a1] stow.\510)08 mt) (OR U-\5] m ats 


surprise two hinds and a calf. A gruff bark. Then 
another, and they are gone. 


0630. The bike is where I left it. It strikes me as 
strange. The forest is alive with chaffinches and 
sun. A small tent is pitched near the car. I 
consider a “Good morning campers!”, then think 
better of it. 


0730. \ pull into the ferry car park, switch off 
the ignition and fall asleep. 


John Blair 


No.2 - THE VIOLENCE OF THE FANS 


The scene is the queue outside the Salon cinema in Hillhead, Glasgow. A large 


number of people are waiting to see the evening screening of 7/e 


ence of the 


Lambs. As they wait patiently, a number of people exit the cinema, having watched 
the afternoon screening. One of these people is that staggering expeditionist, 
Jimmy Macgregor. As he slopes off to collect his car, a large hirsute chap near the 
front of the queue is heard to say: “Oh ma Gawd! That Hannibal Lecter’s escaped!” 


DAVID JENKINSON 
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Mountaineering Melodies No.5 sae 
Clinbing up on Solsbhury Hill 

/ could see the city loft 

Wind was blowing, time stood still 
Eagle lew out of the ugfit... 


Solsbury Hill. Peter Gabriel. 1977 Pas 


The accepted wisdom states this to be a song about Gabriel’s desire to split from the most 
turgid of seventies supergroups, Genesis - but we of course know better. It’s the eagle that 
gives the game away. What old Fox-Heid was really up to involved the rapid garnering of 
hill-knowledge so as to be able to move to Glen Coe and form a ceilidh band with 
renowned climber and eagle-fetishist Moira Kerr. Hence the urgency which seems to have 
led him to climb his hills in the wee small hours. Or perhaps he was just too busy with 
Stadia soundchecks during the daytime. Another theory has it that the whole band were 
interested in the Great Outdoors. After all, it was only a matter of years before “Baldy” Phil 
Collins released an album entitled Wo Gorefex Jacket Required. 


Advertisement feature 


Move over Munro 


Sorry Sir Hugh, sorry SMC, but the game’s up. Like the hula hoop and Rubik’s cube, Munrobagging has had its day. A 
new younger, leaner, fitter craze is set to take over. TAC is proud to mark this new era by bringing you an exclusive 
interview with the recluse responsible for the latest trend in hill walking, the author of the new peak-bagger’s bible, Ze 
Relative Hills of Britain. 


TAC: So what’s the deal then you English git? 


M (a pseudonym): Well, you’ll have to send me six quid for the full story, but as it’s £8.95 in the shops that’s a pretty 
good deal. 


TAC: Is it true you were inspired to rewrite Munro’s Tables by reading The Angry Corrie? 


M: Absolutely. I’ve read every word of issues 1 to 14 and was very impressed by some of the contributions. In particular, 
Val Hamilton’s letter (TAC4) which suggested using the term ‘‘Marilyns’’ for some of the hills, and Dave McFadzean’s 
whinge (TAC5) about people ‘‘who are making money from the 3000ft criterion’’. I was struck by his insight that 
‘‘there’s plenty of room for everyone to enjoy the Scottish hills today, if only we spread the load a bit more evenly’’. 
That’s what I’m trying to do. 


TAC: So how the XXXX are you going to do that, you bearded baldy bighead? 


M: Well, I realised that if the list tickers had an extra thousand or more hills to choose from they could find new places to 
go to. You see, Munro couldn’t have foreseen that 277 hills wouldn’t be enough. That’s why I’ve compiled this new list 
of 1542 hills. Then I simply had a shave in order to improve my credibility. 


TAC: But surely most of these hills must be pretty tedious? Why, some of them are even in England. 


M: That’s precisely the point. The idea is to give the BMW-driving accountants something to do down south instead of 
clogging up the Scottish hills and the M6. The Cotswolds and Chilterns are ideal territory for Phil Collins fans. But they 
couldn’t go there till now because the summits weren’t listed in a book and so didn’t count. I’ve given them the 
opportunity to go hill walking locally in the Tory shires. Environmentally it’s a very sound move. The fact that the 
summits may be tedious is irrelevant - it didn’t stop people climbing the more boring Munros, so I’m sure they’ll climb 
the boring Marilyns as well. 


TAC: So you think your new list will actually prevent further erosion of the Munros? 


M: I’m sure it will. You see, there are now so many bastard hills (to quote Sir Hugh) that most sane people will give up 
hill walking because they’ve got no chance of bagging the lot. This will leave the hills free for the likes of Hamish, 
McSharkie and me. 
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Advertisement feature 


TAC: Wouldn’t this have a drastic effect on the highland economy and the guidebook industry? 


M: Well, as TAC has pointed out, the English baggers never stay long enough to spend any money anyway. The 
Europeans will still come as long as we provide them with plenty of tartan knick-knacks to buy and animals to kill. 


TAC: But what about The Angry Corrie and its readers? How will we manage without the hordes of begoretexed baggers 
to have a go at? Our very existence could be at stake here. 


M: Oh I think there’s still plenty of room for moaning. You could really sink your teeth into a list of 1542 hills. Think of 
the scope for more stupid letters about the new hill names - stone-dead tories such as Gummer’s How, or living legends 
such as Dun Rig or Middlefield Law. Which reminds me, what’s happened to the football in recent issues - surely Scottish 
soccer hasn’t stopped being funny? Isn’t the prospect of losing to a country that doesn’t even exist (CIS) good for a few 
jokes, even if it’s got nothing to do with hill walking? 


TAC: Well, it’s possible we could become more of a general outdoor sports fanzine - you know, a bit of shooting, 
fishing, golf and so on. That’s not a bad idea. But what about Murdo? Surely he’d feel betrayed if we stopped going on 
about Munros? 


M: You’ve got to consider the potential for plot development here. You’ve already accepted that Murdo needs a woman - 
so enter Maid Marilyn, who only wants to go hill walking if it’s a nice day, or fancies climbing a wee local hill in the 
moming so she can go shopping after lunch or call in at a splendid little tea room such as the one at Pirmill. Murdo is 
tempted, he’s smitten, yet he can’t kick the Munro habit... I think you’re on to a 

winner there. Besides, he’ll still have the sheep - they won’t go up the Geal Charns 

without him. 


TAC: Murdo may have been up Foinaven, but there’s dozens of others he hasn’t done. 
We can’t leave him stranded without finishing his round. 


M: I think you need to give him time to adjust to the concept of Marilyns. It’s not 
easy you know. And he can always go up Foinaven again, even if it is only 2998 feet. 
That’s the beauty of Marilyns - height doesn’t matter. By the way, that Foinaven story 
I started was a grand jape was it not? 


TAC: You mean you knew all along that it wasn’t a Munro? 


M: Well I wasn’t sure about it when I first discovered it to be 914 metres. But I did 
once work for Mr Ordnance Survey you know, twenty years ago when I had long hair. 
So I still have my sources. 


TAC: You devious old bugger. In that case why should anyone believe what you’ve 
just said? 


M: I’m sure your readers are not easily fooled. If they read 7he Relative Hills of Britain then they'll see that I speak 
only the truth. Also, theyll be able to make sense of this interview. 


TAC: Thanks for talking to us. Though perhaps you should be warned that your book has had mixed reviews so far: 
‘*The best book I’ve read since Climb Every Mountain’’ (Minnie Caldwell) 
‘‘Oh bugger. Come on Kitchy 2, get your boots on.’’ (Hamish Brun) 


‘‘T can’t believe it’s not by Butterfield! A most commendable work, which gives plenty of scope for a new series of 
almanacs.’’ (Cameron McPish) 


‘*Some of the photos are a bit crap, but then the camera only cost twenty quid.’’ (A.Dawson) 

“If only I'd known about Arthur’s Seat I wouldn’t have bothered losing all those toes on Everest.’’ (Terry Venables) 
‘*1542/50 = thirtysomething. Gosh, this could mean early retirement.’’ (Muriel Macdui) 

“*T quite agree about more golf in the Corrie. Now, when I was a lad at Carnoustie...’’ (Perkin Warbeck) 


‘Hey, it’s me that’s wanting inside Murdo’s goretex underpants! I’ll kick that Marilyn’s **** in if I catch her at it!”’ 
(Sally Forth) 


“‘Most atypical. Unprecedented and bodacious!’’ (Bill and Ted) 
“*Quite chunky and not too glossy. Should burn well at Staoineag.’’ (Murdo) 
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OPINIONS... 


Whose land is it anyway? 


This is a plea for a change of emphasis for 
TAC. | know we all enjoy a spot of 
Bagger-Baiting, but isn’t it time for a 
change? After all, we’ve nearly done them 
to death in only a few issues, and it’s really 
not nice to mock the afflicted. Their (rela- 
tively) harmless antics are as nothing next 
to those of the real obstacles in the hill 
scene: landowners. Has the time come for 
TAC to turn its energies to tackling this, the 
biggest potential threat to our continuing 
enjoyment of the hills? 


What gives a man the right to keep the rest 
of us off vast areas of wild open land just 
because he has a fatter wallet? (Or a 
woman - see P4 for recent propretorial 
fangs by the so-called “Duchess of Pox- 
burghe” - Ed) This situation, redolent of 
the whole problem that Britain has with its 
closed, secretive “Establishment” elite dic- 
tating to the rest of us, does not seem to be 
tolerated in much of the rest of the civilised 
world. Why is it here? (There are, of course, 
some very reasonable landowners, but they 
are the exception | suspect.) 


Living in the Highlands makes me realise 
that on a wider view it’s not just the hill-goer 
who suffers. Many of the current ills of the 
Highlands are neatly summed up in the old 
saying - 


“They locked poor Willy up for stealing the 
lish trom the river, 


But they aid nothing to the (expletive 
deleted) who first stole the river trom Willy.” 


The philosophy that led to the Clearances 
and the reduction of large areas of the 
Highlands to little more than rich men’s 
playthings is still with us. Give local control 
back to local people (a good Europeanist 
sentiment), and they will start to make 
things flourish once more here. 


So, may | echo recent Qomons by Hamish 
Brown (TAC4) and Dave McFadzean 
(TAC5)? Let’s avoid tilting at windmills in 
TAC and elsewhere when the real army of 
landowners is continuing its relentless 
advance. If all the feeling, anger and 
commitment unearthed by TAC could be 
channelled into a decent, civilised fight for 
justice on the hills, that would be a fine 
thing indeed. 


Hugh Tooby 


La. - Okay, if you insist. 


Jock McLean 


Your Urban Voltaire was holding court in his small Southside 
Club. From the shining Brogans to the tip of the fedora he was 
the usual paradigm of style. The knife edge crease of the ducks 
cut through the smoky air of the pub much as his razor sharp wit 
cleaved the conversation. Archie Hind, The Von and Big 
Cairnduff were the audience. ‘‘...and it was your Urban V who 
invented the Teachers’ New Year so it was. I may never have 
been to Yooni but I can keep myself in booze and the odd 
cashmere scarf with these very words which fall like pearls from 
the elegantly moustachioed lips”. I paused to meditate on my 
weekly grind. These days it means working on the old coupon, 
plying it with goldies and writing the odd column for the blatt 
about schoolgirls, education and minority sports. And it’s glad I 
am to have escaped from the education of the brats. And it’s a 
bit of good natured ribbing I take from my chums in the pub for 
having to write about bowls and shinty instead of the People’s 
Game and the fights with Mr Souness like James Traynor. Not 
that the latest homilies from Liam Brady are what the Urban V 
considers to be interesting pub conversation. And anyway the 
minority sports have their compensations. The shinty and the 
goldie are damn near inseparable and the lassies who play the 
lacrosse and the netball make this ancient heart tick like the taxi 
meter on my way home on a Saturday night. 


But on with the column. It’s the hillwalkers I am studying this 
week. Big meaty types with none of the nicotine-stunted 
appearance of your man here. Instead of my preference for 
cashmere and silk they cover themselves in strange stuff called | 
goretex and polarlite, God help us. Even if my cardiovascular 
system had not had to pay the price for my journalistic 
researches, the thought of the benign visage at the top of this 
drivel wearing a balaclava would drive me back to the drink. 
Now your Urban V is a man for the scenery make no mistake 
about that. Viewed through the window of Archie Hind’s car on 
the way to a Fort William hostelry my heart leaps like a salmon 
at the merest sight of a wee lochan and I’m damn near greeting 
at the way the mist plays on Loch Leven like the very smoke in 
Heraghty’s bar. But these hillwalker types insist on actually 
getting in amongst the scenery and heaving their slow thighs 
tight to the tops of the bloody mountains come hail or shine. And 
mostly hail if I am not mistaken. A good thing for the weans it 
probably is. In my days at the chalk face (when I invented the 
Teachers’ New Year) I would rather have had a hill walk up 
my sleeve as punishment for the monsters than the tause. Of 
course not all the Bushmills in Ireland would persuade your 
Urban V to take part in this rush to the hills. There’s a nice wee 
picture of the hills on a bottle of Royal Lochnagar and that’s 
where I’ll keep them. One thing we have in common, though, me 
and the hillwalkers - the rosy coupon. Theirs aglow through 
years spent in the rainswept hills and mine with years spent 
dilating the old blood vessels in the company of John Barley- 
corn. 
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A poem about sheep 


Over the hilltops and down in the 
glens, 


I noticed that sheep do not live in their 
pens; 


they cling to the mountains and high 
rocky tops: 


how on earth do they get there without 
their Reeboks? 


Up on the Aonach Eagach ridge 
hanging on to a wee rock bridge, 
when yet again those sheep come by: 
how do they follow me so high? 


One last time I took a chance, 

led those sheep a merry dance; 

into the Cuillin on the Isle of Skye: 
the In.Pinn. - they can’t get that high. 


But alas! Alack!! It was not to be: 


the sheep were up there waiting for 
me! 


Those trusty sheep, that pouring rain, 


without them the hills would not be 
the same. 


Aileen Whyte 
(A sheep lover?) 


Ld. - We prefer the Ted Hughes poem: 


‘Sheep. Baa. Stun-gun. Lunch.’ 


..-And they call it democracy 


Bad times for the Island of Gigha. The wicket has been sticky ever since Ford 
moved their car factory away. It then passed to Malcolm Potier, Thatcherite 
success story, if that isn’t a contradiction in terms. Now he’s bust and evicted 
by a Swiss Bank with whom the island and its unlucky 140 residents represent 
collateral for a loan. Feudalism is alive and well and can mean you go out to 
the pub one day and find a giant padlock on it. 


The Rambler’s Association has never inspired my heart to leap like a salmon. 
Mostly out of ignorance and prejudice on my part. | mean, who goes into work 
on a Monday boasting of a “ramble” done at the weekend? We want to talk 
about airy ridgewalks and cramponing our way up ice gullies. Rambling is the 
sort of thing the Woodcraft Folk do for their “Countryside Awareness” badge, 
along with identifying badger droppings and recycling pine cones. The 
Ramblers other failing has been to have Mike Harding as their most 
high-profile member. Who wants to hear folk songs about the black pudding 
when one is out for a Sunday stroll? So what a surprise awaited me. Cutting 
Lage, Channel 4, 27th April showed these cats at work and a bold lot of 
idealists they are. The merest hint of infringement of the right to roam and 
they are out braving mad alsatian dogs, farmers foaming at the mouth and 
also the recently-formed “Moorland Association”. This sounds quite harm- 
less, but in fact represents the 100 people who own 90% of wild land in the 
UK. And a rum lot they are. If Hamish Brown is ever to desert his famous 
prejudice against orange and royal blue cagoules, this lot would make him. 
Everyone wears a Barbour jacket, tweed can and trousers and green wellies. 
They blend in utterly to the landscape and stand out utterly from the human 
race. They include chaps called Viscount and Bart. They are in such a 
slavering ecstasy of ornithocide that each has a special guy who loads the 
guns so that continuous fire can be kept up. Why don’t they just buy a bloody 
machine gun and be done with it? It seems they are fed up with their bad 
press and have formed this association to publicise the good work they do 
managing the countryside. The Ramblers were seen mass-trespassing on 
Viscount’s land while he muttered under his breath. Apparently the previous 
year had seen scuffles, but this time, with the cameras there, Viscount 
restrained himself. As for Bart, what a disappointment he is going to be to his 
kids. “No, sorry, children - your daddy is not in fact a skateboarding 
spiky-haired anarchist and he’ll never tell the Ramblers to eat his shorts.” 


Who is this Rennie McOwan? | think we should be told. One minute he’s just 
a kind of lesser Hamish Brown appearing every fortnight in the Scot/and on 
Sunday, telling people the best way up Ben Vorlich. The next he’s hobnobbing 
with the so-called “Prince of Wales” and making programmes about The 
Wilderness. Perhaps he has developed such elevated connections as the heir 
to the giant Antacid and Highland Toffee empires of his family. Perhaps the 
Prince reads the Scotland on Sunday. Anyway, there was Rennie wandering 
up the Lost Valley, warmly greeting the army of daytrippers he was passing 
and all the while the soundtrack which they couldn’t hear was busy slagging 
them off for having picnics and children, being improperly clad and using the 
bridges over the river Coe. It seems old Rennie would tear the bridges down, 
shut the car parks and have us walk in to the Coe from Glencoe village. It 
would appear that old Rennie wants to have his cake and eat it. Telling the 
poor saps who read the SOS how to get there, showing them pictures of 
models wearing the “Lady Torridon” cagoule for when they do, and then 
slagging them the minute they start cluttering up the paths. Perhaps if the 
Lost Valley gets less busy he’s going to return it to its former use and keep 
his Highland Toffee cows there. Also in the programme were some 
supposedly fairly enlightened landowners, e.g. Letterewe, Crannach, but TAC 
was pretty unimpressed. Only the good old John Muir Trust came out smelling 
of lucky white heather. They were seen planting trees that grow an inch a 
year and enjoying the rain. 


Perkin Warbeck (our man in the lobby). 
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He's back! Scotland's most miserable 
man laces up his boots, and once again 


| put the foot pump back into the boot (the spare had 
been flat) and wondered what she would do if she 
got a puncture on her own. The bastard had said no 


the hills are ale with the Sound of 
Moarning... 


TRIBULATION IN THE 
TROSSACHS 


with Jimmy Glum 


way was she buggering up her nails helping me and 
if | didn’t get on with it we could just wait for 
expensive aid and that was that. This was my wife. 
Mona. | married her quite deliberately and for the 
same reason | go hill walking. | utterly detest and 
despise myself. 


| also hate the fucking Trossachs and all that Rob 
Roy shitcrap. And the bus parties of wizened fear 
trying to fool the Reaper by constant motion. The 
place was thronging with them. If only the Romans 
had come in charabancs they could have colonised up to John o’ Groats without opposition or mortality. 


Ben Venue. Loch Katrine. It’s very picturesque. It was dry and there was intermittent sunshine which felt quite 
carcinogenic to me, but shorts and shades were the order of the day. We followed a path through the trees 
towards the back of the hill. Suddenly | was up to my testicles in glaur. She shrieked and bellowed alternately 
but incessantly in a very childish display of merriment as | pulled myself free of the terrain’s voluptuous 
intentions, aided by a small conifer (given the dearth of human assistance). 


Despite my grovelling she would not surrender her comb for me to use as a mud scraper, so | did what | could 
manually and we set off again. During the time we had spent having all this fun an increasingly large number 
of buzzers, zoomers and hoverers had amalgamated into a penumbra of aerial irritation above our heads. No 
midges though, so really there was nothing to complain about. Well, not exactly. Not if you are Mrs Glum, then 
one is not only justified in complaining but also in entering a state one small notch down from hysteria. | 
suppose it is reasonable enough given the death-laden possibilities of perhaps breathing a buzzer in and 
suffocating or maybe being concussed into eternity as a particularly heavy hoverer runs out of puff and 
plummets onto one’s pate. The drying mud was tight and smelly. It reminded me of my Dad. 


Mrs Glum eventually responded to my fervent assurances that we would be leaving all the fauna behind as we 
gained height and therefore wind; the Topic bar helped too. Really, it was the only sure way to stem the tide of 
vituperation that was directed towards the sort of person who dragged innocents into danger without adequate 
knowledge, sensitivity, responsibility and insect repellent. 


We broke clear of the trees and 
while it wasn’t an especially hot 
day it remained dead calm. Mona 
didn’t. Before long accusations of 
substantial treachery thickened the 
air to nearly the same density as 
her Flying Circus. Personally | 
think expensive perfume is pro- 
bably contra-indicated up hills. | 
merely sported my usual B.O. and 
only had a minor swarm of things Y 
about me. 


OL 


) 


It's probably worth mentioning 
what else she was wearing. From 
top to bottom. A Hair-Do. A 
gigantic, pink pair of baroque 
sunglasses. A considerable quan- 
tity of make-up. A wee pink fluffy 
top thing. A very large pair of 
shorts a la, “It Ain’t Half Hot Mum”, 
only in pink. A pair of pink trainers. 
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(“I don’t like my boots!”) Oh, and a rucksack which was blue and red (but she was mortified) containing a 
Woman’s Own and a make-up bag. | had offered some tentative advice about clothing but had been informed 
that | didn’t have a clue. 


Like Murdo Munro | advocate green, although | mitigate the monotony of this with occasional black or gray. 
Basically | don’t want Mountain Rescue to find me. 


The noxious and animate cloud persisted despite our continued ascent. (Up the increasingly perilous slopes of 
Mrs Glum’s ire.) Indeed, the wee beasts stayed with us right to the top of the hill, although we had yet to reach 
the emotional zenith of the day’s travails. Mind you, the last time we were out will be very hard to beat..... total 
screaming hysterics..... yards of blown snot fankled by the high wind into a sheep-deadly death skein.... flailing 
arms to thrash away the horror of isolation... all within sight of the car! | thought | was lost, she sobbed. It was 
the first laugh I'd had in months. 


Anyway, once we started down a bit of a breeze picked up and carried Mrs Glum’s torturers away. As we 
neared the bottom of the hill | was allowed to trail blaze as the fairly steep final descent of the northern side of 
Venue is convex and consequently it’s hard to check false paths. Also quite undesired in Mona’s case, her 
stumpy wee legs having trekked the equivalent of about thirty miles by normal standards. Given how tired she 
was | experienced considerable surprise that she commenced highland dancing with much frenzied hooching, 
then with great originality modified this into some sort of hideous lederhausen-type self-chastisement. | couldn’t 
really make out what she was saying but it sounded a bit like “King Star, King Star!” Nor did | find out, for 
when she caught up with me her face, arms and legs had suffered mighty midgey attack and she had ceased 
communication with the author of all her misfortunes. 


Farewell. 


MAKE YOUR LIFE COMPLETE!!! 
MURDO MUNRO T-SHIRT OFFER!!! 


Available now - medium, large and extra-large hi-quality “Hanes” T-shirts with your 
favourite hillwalking cartoon character in glorious graphic detail. Front shows 
Murdo’s friendly bearded visage; back details his forthcoming “World Tour” around 
various dingy Highland dosses, howffs and bothies. 


SCOTLAND £ FIRST* Finest 
MILLWALCKING FANUINE 


Available direct from House 48, 170 Sandiefield Road, Glasgow G5 ODL. Price: 
£10 including p & p. Allow 28 days for delivery. Also on sale in certain outdoor 
stockists, but we’re not saying which. Not yet available in Goretex, Anartex or Artex. 


SUBSCRIBE TO THE ANGRY CORRIE... 


Rather than forever traipsing into your local equipment stockist to buy TAC, why 
not receive it hot off the press? 66 secures you one whole year’s worth of your fab 
fanzine (6 issues), delivered direct to your door. Address as above. A TAC 
subscription makes ideal holiday reading for that Spanish beach! 


.. .OR GO FOR OUR GREAT TWO-IN-ONE OFFER: 


£12.50 FOR BOTH A T-SHIRT AND A FULL YEAR’S 
SUBSCRIPTION, BOTH POST-FREE!! 


TAC - YOUR FIRST AND FINEST HILLWALKING FANZINE 


its 


BRAES BEEFS: 
READERS’ 
LETTERS 


Dear TAC, 


With reference to TAC1, when you 
were a wee bit scathing of Munro- 
bagging in general, and TACS5, 


when the idea seems more 
acceptable; I’d like to add two 
comments. 


The first is that, for souls like 
myself, Munrobagging gives some 
shape to our frequent forays north 
and encourages the beginner, like 
myself, to plan and execute walk- 
ing in the kind of country which we 
only dream of down here (the 
South Downs or the New Forest 
are only titillating in this regard). 
Others who live in Alba can get out 
at weekends and get around much 
more easily. 


The second is that the Munro list 
of compleations grows alarmingly. 
There needs to be a separate 
section for those who do it on 
Shanks’ Pony and public transport 
- the car makes it too easy. 


Yours, 

Neil MacAlpine, 

London. 

ESS as Se 
Dear Sirs, 


In early April, whilst climbing Ben 
Wyvis, after a fallout on the hillside 
| parted company from my beloved 
Mai Sachs. | have not seen nor 
heard from her since and would 
very much like to appeal to your 
compassionate readership, 
through your columns, for any 
information enabling us to get 
together again. 


| am but a lonely hillwalker and my 
walking companion meant so 


much to me (around £40 for a 
replacement). 


We had so much in common: 
we’re both on the short side, at this 
moment we’re both blue and 
neither of us are Camp - although 
some friends of mine may question 
this. We also had our differences 
but these were not insurmountable 
(she has all her own teeth and a 
long black handle - | require artifi- 
cial aid in both these areas). 


Needless to say we were both avid 
fans (crawl, crawl) of 7fe Angry 
Corre. 


Should any kindhearted reader put 
us back in touch, | would be 
delighted to reward their efforts 
with: 


(2) A bottle of bubbly, ar 


(0) A year’s subscription to ZAC; 
or 


(C) A Muriel Gray Trading Places 
kit, or 


(2) A fully breathable(?) Goretex 
williewarmer, Or 


(é) A donation to their favourite 
charity. 


| appreciate that during our time 
apart she may have befallen hard 
times, been on the slippery slope 
with another or even fallen into 
hands more experienced than 
mine, and may not wish to return, 
but | ask only for a second chance. 


If you can help, sigh, please get in 
touch. 


Yours, 
Heartbroken. 
(Tel. 0577-64730) 


P.S. - For those wondering why | 
consider my companion to be 
female - it’s simply because she 
spends most of the year on my 
back. 


Ed. - and could she perhaps be a 
halt-sister of Glen Sax of Peebles? 


18 


Dear TAC, 


| am absolutely devastated by the 
acknowledgement of the plans to 
introduce “Super Quarries” in the 
sleepy Hebrides. 


| feel this is a blow which will 
irreversibly strike unspoilt coastal 
areas and the smal! communities 
and wildlife that inhabit these 
areas of intense importance to 
Scotland. 


The plans are to quarry rock for 
more road construction. Is_ this 
really the answer to the sheer 
volume of traffic invading the wild 
lands? | feel extremely _ bitter 
towards this suicidal gross incom- 
petence on the part of the British 
governmental bureaucracy. If 
these plans go ahead then these 
quarries will devastate Skye and 
Jura. Consequently Rum and Ailsa 
Craig could suffer. 


My main aim is to raise awareness 
by this letter, and to appeal to 
readers to take action against this 
outrage. Anyone who calls them- 
self an outdoor person cannot 
afford to sit back and take no 
notice! Get writing to the MPs. 
Now!! 


Yours very bitterly, 
lan Cusick, 
Bishopton. 


Ld the Luddite - Why dont they 
make the roads worse? That 
would keep the tourists out /m 
away to he down on the Kingston 
Briage this very unite! 


Dear TAC, 


Muriel Gray can well speak for 
herself, but Dave McFadzean’s 
attack on her motives was unfair, 
untrue and selfrighteous (7ACS). 
Its clear Gray’s concern for the 
hills is not “superficial” since she 
cared about and walked them long 
before she wrote her book or 
made the TV series, and both of 
these were permeated by a 
genuine respect and _ affection. 
Female readers of your often 
hilarious but male dominated fan- 
zine will suspect bruised egos and 
sour grapes in these attacks on 
someone whose vignettes of 
macho smellysocks hillmen were 
SO spot-on. 


| had hoped TAC would be free of 
the usual elitist crap of blaming 
good imaginative writers for bring- 
ing people on to mountains the 
moaners want to keep for them- 
selves. Why shouldn’t lots of 
people learn to enjoy and appre- 
ciate experiences from which 
many of us have had enormous 
pleasure and reward? And how 
many critics will volunteer to take 
their own advice, and leave Mun- 
ros alone? 


We know where the hordes really 
are every weekend, apart from a 
few very popular Munros: they’re 
on climbing meccas like the 
Buachaille. But slagging each 
other off gets really boring. How 
about hitting more deserved 
targets - like running a long over- 
due investigation into blatant 
discrimination against recruiting 
women into several Scottish moun- 
tain rescue teams? Some of the 
excuses I’ve heard from the most 
eminent mountaineers are pretty 
hilarious. 


Finally, could | support your 
warnings about walking rail tracks, 
but point out that BR shares 
responsibility. The new Super- 
Sprinters approach so silently that 
we nearly got squashed to a pulp 


recently on the stretch of line you 
must walk south of Tulloch station 
en route for Fersit. If whistles 
haven’t bitten the dust in the new 
hi-tech trains, it’s time they started 
being used on many stretches of 
the Highland lines. 


Yours, 
Sarah Nelson, 
Edinburgh. 


Ed. - We agree. McFadzean was 
lobbying for a Munro-rree issue, 
but how about an al-remale ore, 
TACY, say? And once every few 
issues thereafter? Even Murdo 
could lake a holiday, and his pal 
Sally Forth could bestride the car- 
loon page. But lke all such 
Nowons, it requires pens to be put 
fo paper and fingers to keyboards. 
So all you non-betesticled readers, 
get writing... 


RSL TN ee 
Dear TAC, 


| am a great admirer of your organ 
and do not in any sense want to 
criticise. However | cannot really 
let the illustrations to 70 Hamishes 
(see TAC6) go by without com- 


ment. Bob Dylan - excellently 
drawn and | see signed by the 
mysterious “SWAN”. Hamish 


McAlpine - unsigned and | can 
understand why. It looks more like 


Dear Editor, 


Shame on you - you should 
check your facts. | refer to your 
scurrilous attack on Hamish 
Imlach in TAC6. 


| saw him with my own four 
eyes - | presume you meant 
bespectacied and not 
betesticled (Wo - Fa) - one 
Hogmanay not that many 
years ago, attempt and 
succeed in kicking from a 
standing start a ceiling lamp- 
shade. 
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Bloody Belhaven Bill than Hamish. 
You must print a good picture next 
issue for all us Arabs (Oundee 
United supporiers - Ed). \ see that 
your artist has tried to show 
acquaintance with United Lore by 
drawing the Taylor Brother’s Coal 
advert and presumably Grace 
Kelly, but s/he has drawn it on the 
wrong side of the goal and is 
therefore exposed as a Michael 
Marra fan and not a true Arab. 
Incidentally, the aforementioned 
advert is no more and has been 
replaced by one for some oil 
company from Newtyle. 


Yours, 
Karl Russell, 
Lochee, Dundee. 


Ea. - /ve also heard it sald that the 
Terrors’ Argentinian star Walser 
Rojas is no more and has been 
replaced by lis brother. 


HAMISH 
THE THINKING WOMAN’S GOALIE 


All right, he did fall on his kidneys, 
but anyone can slip on the odd 
Fidel Castro or Harvey Wallbanger 
(another unknown rock artist?). 


Yours aye, 

another bearded Hamish, 
Hamish Bryce, 

Dennistoun. 

P.S. - Why no more Zappa? 
Ed. - Why should there be? 


This land is your land... 


* TACS5 appealed for examples of Bagspeak, and these have been absolutely - er - 
trickling in - mostly, it must be said, from what is perhaps the true home of the Bagger, 
Albion’s Plain. Martin Beetham of Manchester spied on a Student Bagging Club party 
where the person with fewest was given a booby prize, whilst the President announced 
that the next meet would be Sections 13 and 14. Similarly, Simon Waddicor of Nottingham 
reports one of his club members declaiming: “I’m not bagging, just getting my numbers 
up”. Oddly, both these stories also include mentions of pineapples as rewards for bountiful 
bagging. Are we missing something obvious here, is this some strange and, to use an 
plait ee word, ananasian coincidence, or is it altogether more sinister? Perhaps we 
should be told. 


* Sources close to God (well, within Glesga Yooni’s Dept. of Divinity, but some would say 
it's the same thing), report further lofty discussion of the endless Glen Coe v Shakespeare 
argument (see p3 of this issue and TAC gassvm7/. \t transpires that in attempting a casual 
definition of love - as opposed to a definition of casual love, about which the students 
doubtless know plenty - Dr Joe Houston, Lecturer in Theology, posited that to truly love 
someone or something presupposes grief over the absence of that person or thing should 
they suddenly cease to exist. And his example of a thing which cannot truly be loved, over 
which no-one would mourn? You’ve guessed it - Glen Coe. Timon of Athens maybe, 
Triolus and Cressida perhaps - anything, anything but this! And from a so-called man of 
God! Watch this space for news of the Gilmorehill spire being retributively struck by Divine 
lightning, a la York Minster. 


* John Blair of Lasswade, along with the piece included elsewhere within these pages, 
observes that when standing in the Howden End at Caley Park in Inverness, Ben Wyvis 
can a sol Anyone know of other notable hills, real or otherwise, visible from football 
grounds? 


* New route: Dryshod Directissima, 1500m approx., start from Inverardran near 
Crianlarich. Upper pitch presently requires gardening, but otherwise a new Easy line up 
the previously Hard Very Severe north face of Cruach Ardrain. Pioneered, sometime since 
the last guidebook revision, by the ubiquitous F.C.Omission and T.A.R.McAdam. 


* And whilst in the vicinity, given that the buildingsite-cum-village known as Tyndrum 
stands in Strath Fillan and is also home to two ScotRail stations, ought not the Upper and 
Lower Halts henceforth be known as Fillan Stations? Okay, okay, it was just a thought... 


..and SO, as another season draws to a close, the barroom pundits will doubtless be 
musing on the inevitability of it all. Apart from a couple of hiccups, Ben Nevis never really 
looked in trouble. It takes its fourth title in a row and the other hills must really be 
wondering how they can compete with such resources. The departure of 12 Studded Gully 
to Kop Fell last year may have induced the slightest of doubts, but this year’s 
championship has been the most comprehensive of the current run. Although Beinn 
MacDhui offered a challenge for threequarters of the season, there was never any real 
threat. The fans of Braeriach of course demand parity with the Ben, but even with a shift of 
ee the settling-in of the current head stalker it’s hard to see them ever pulling back 
those 48m. 


Yet in spite of this ascendancy at home, there is another inevitability when the Ben goes 
into Europe. Hills we have never heard of in France, Italy, Spain and even places like 
Liechtenstein regularly trounce it and give us a certain perspective on the National Game. 
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